Wnen a booK was torn at a critical piaec j. felt that a friend had been mutilated. And mother, though she laughed, began to bring me reading matter also: the wrappings of all packages and purchases were literature; the dress patterns copied on old newspapers from our neighbours were also literature. Even to this day I cannot see a piece of newspaper lying on the pavement without instantly visualising the kitchen table in Soho where I sat translating to mother English stories about strange people who spoke in strange terms and who seemed as queer to mother and to me as if they lived in another land.
My teachers told me that in our city was a library, a " house full of books," I exclaimed to mother. From the library they brought me books to read. I read history, travel, children's stories, fairy tales. Fairyer would [67]                         mother has always said.
